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PREFACE. 



DyfciNO Hie noMntetCiaurse^ esta^ 
by the ilncotninaD severity of the 
wci^ther, I found' that the most efiectuai 
method of mitigatiDg its rigdur, Xvas, t^ 
fly to my study^ and to beguile the te^ 
diou» hours of coiifiaement by reading. 
As DRY reading, faowerei', is somewhat 
of the nature of drjf fee<Ung» which re^ 
quires a sjHrightly festife glass to mak^ 
ft go doirii» I had recourse to the lighter 
piii>Ucatiions» and experienced kiexpressif- 
bl« relation in the perwal of. R^Hd 
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Addresses^ (admirable ia its genM$ i>f 
composition,) Doctor Syntak, and Ho* 
race in London. Virgil in London sue* 
ceeded : and why not (said I to myself) 
Ovid in London, for a change ? Straight 
I sat about d&ing itl^ for that is the term 
that best suits my humble work — d4nie 
With the intention solely of making ray 
reader laugh ; which, I believe, to be a 
very wholesome operation. 

Of the irr^ularities of my composi- 
tion I am well aware; and, indeed, it is 
wilfully and designedly irregular, both 
in measure and in manner, in many 
places — ^as I conceive that this may have 
also a mirth-moving effect. I do not 
pretend to the suaviter in modo, nor 
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in re ; but the jocose, goo^*- 
humoured, and ridiculous, are what I 
have aimed at, with the kindest inten* 
tions towards those who do me the 
honour to peruse me — entreating them 
^ to keep in view two celebrated authors, 
ancient and modem, who tell us what 
follows : 

Sunt delicta tamen quibus ignovisse velimus^ &c. 

HORACB. 

And, 

Good-oature and good sense for ever join ; 
To err, is human — to forgive, divine ! 

POPE. 

Setting out with these principles, they 
will (I know) be indulgent to my per- 
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fprmance; and this will lead them, I 

trust, to more than one smile. Feeling 

edomity to no one, I have not attempted 

to be severe; and^ although I do not 
boldly, like Cicero, and with his mast^ 



erly pen, say, 

0' 

Behoncio Titia; tollite, Ac. 

yet I have endeavoured to shew the mon- 
struosities and. ridiculosities of the town, 
which are really horrifying, both as to 
dress and manners, in many instances. 

« • 

This, however, is done gently, and in 
perfect good temper ; and, I trust, I shall 
ever remember the early lesson l€;amt 
from the perusal of Boileau : 

D^Etie dom pour tout autre ct rigoitux poor mi. 
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"l^ishing to pleaise all tastes, I havii 
shewn ** Ovid *' tinder the different feel- 
ings which we may suppose he indulged,. 
at different periods, when he wrote his 
Amatory Odes, his Fables, and his latter 
publication, de tristibus. Thus the reader 
will find him, at times, frisky and flatter- 
ing — ^serious, pathetic, and sentimental 
-^poor, humble-minded, and trisl€j at 

• • ♦ 

various stages of the narrative ; and, if 
the unities of time and place have not at 
all times been scrupulously adhered to, 
the abandonment of the principle has 
rather arisen from a wish to accelerate 
Our reader's journey through the work, 
than from any other motive. Nay, we 
have innumerable instances of this kind 
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''*•'»" «f>i« praaice 

^y I-ope de Vega, 

•o ■>• by l^rd 



"^h. 







^^^ '-- or „„/-«-« bow), e 
^ >o ^_ =^> and trnrt 

*''*' his g«rf 
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sense will allow we are fight, when we 
join in oar favourite author's opinion : 

Ainsi — ceia soit dit pour qui veut se connaitre 
Le plus sage est celui qui ne pense point I'etre. 

BOILEAU. — SAT* XI. 

One word to the Reviewers, (should 
they think this humble production worth 
their notice) — which is, that, if they 
peruse it with one-tenth part of the plea- 
sure wjiich its author received from their 
publications, for some years past, he will 
have nothing to fear from their hands. 



f 
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OVIB IN ILONDON. 



CANTO I. 

I SI NO of great Pablii Ovidii Nasonis^ 

Who canter'd on one of Parnassus's ponies 

To fam'd London city — for old Pegasus 

Was too frisky to carry his de trittibui: 

For surely 'tis sad when a poet's in lack 

Of a coat and of small-clothes for bottom amd back. 

And the bard Gxpi believing that metre was sold 

In Great Britain's emporium per ounce^ just like gold ; 

B 
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And so very iadulgent the taste of the towo. 
Like a child you could please with two up and two down. 
On a gingling measure^ like parish-church chime. 
To proclaim to the ear the mis-spending of time ; 
Or the trite namby pagoiby of sonnet or song. 
Short and sweet like a donkey which ambles along : 
And as safe as that beast, without danger of fall, 
Quite easy perceived, meaning nothing at all. 
Like the prate of a beau lisping soft at a ball. 
Our hero first fondly embracing the Nine, 
Then bow'd to imherbis Apollo's lov'd shrine, 
For itnberbis Apollo, and likewise the Nine, 
Have never inspired in the barber-ous line. 
To fam'd Mercury next he addressed a short prayer, 
Then on saddle bow vaulted quite g»y debonair ; 
For well might he do so who'd din'd upon air-^ 
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mmim 



He flew off at speed, never looking behind, 
For his honour was bent upon raising the wind ; 
And expected each house would give Welcome and food 
To a bard so illustrious, so famous, so good. 
But e'er on his journey our hero must go 
Our reader might wish his appeairance to know. 
His hat had beeft beaVer, but ndw void of hair, 
Like a bald-headed Bramin did somewhat i^ppetfr; 
And it prov'd far more cleat than historicd page, 

- » 

It was truly possess'd both of osa^tttid age. 
Its form was an AmMgu, han) t» be femniiL ^ 

A kind of triangalar'half-eobk'd, liadf-round ; 
A wig it surmounted, more antietat a^!true. 
Than thfe Whigs who now make ftuch a mighty to-do ; 
And it shaded a short coat on author most tall. 
Which, without its assistance, had no shade at all : 

B 2 
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If you feast such a maD| how tbrice-^nvied your doom. 

To live 10 an epic for ages to come ! 

Hark-ye, Sir» said his liost, your good mother^ Miss 

Poll, 
Might deem yon a wit most exceediogly droll; 
Your nine sisters, too, all as poor as yourself. 
Are virgins, who long have been laid on the shelf; 
And your arch-patron, Mere'ry, has lost half his skill. 
Since oar doctor has pounded him into a piU : 
So son of a Poll, oh! no more of yomr fun, 
I see you're a rum chap, a son of a gun ; 
And as Fm a publican, Sir, and a sinner, 
.You most pull out your cash, or trot off without 

dinner. 
From out of his pocket the bard gently took 
His iam'd love Epistles from manuscript book : 



\ 
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Says he, here's what rais'd my renown to the skies— 
Cried his host it will serve to wrap up my mince pies; 
But rU shew it my wife, and I'll give yon a meal. 
So the Poet sat down to cold bacon and veal. 
Whilst his landlady offered a glass of good brandy. 
In hopes of a stanza de arte amandL 
His hostess in shape was a little awry. 
Maltreated by small-pox, bereft of an eye ; 
But though this distemper siich ravage had made. 
The eye that was left was an eye to her trade. 
Her Features were marked, the lines strcmg, bold, and 
clear, 

V 

No kase had her month — ^twas from ear unto ear; 
A generous open-ness, which was dbpos'd 
Like a friend's account current, which never is clos'd ; 
And her hair a bright hue, like the carrot's could boast. 
Whose ringlets just curtain'd the peeper she'd lost. 
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Our poet his hostess did fondly assure* 

That her features presented the clear and obscure ; 

I 

That the one eye by Nature seem'd purposely inade^' 
To beam the more bright *^ just a light to the 

shade; 
Or that Nature herself had so greatly out-done^ 
In the eye which she made — that she only made one. 
Her complejuon ingeniously he did compare 
To iminTa barealis, which blazes in air ; 
Nay, the hue of her tresses he'd loudly exclaim. 
Were just form'd for tlie purpose of raising a 

flame. 
The bard thus continued, m accents most sweet, 
Till his stomach was filFd with abundance of meat. 



♦ The cMaro 'scuro. 
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He ate aod he flatter'd, which did not appal 

His Cyclopian hostess, who swallow'd it all ^ ^ 

For her share of self-love was not certainly small. 

Full pleas'd with his converse, his hostess exclaims. 

Your breeding a bard most immortal proclaims : 

Fm sure yonr inflamed by poetical fire, 

Which the gods of the Greeks were so wont to inspire; 

And that Venus herself might admire the song. 

That flows from so sweet and so graceful a tongue : - 

For me, I detest our dull common-place plan. 

And doat from my heart on a classical man. 

With that, a cold chicken was brought on the board. 

Whilst Ovid, contented, got drunk as a lord : 

And (his siglit being double) by old Styx he swore 

The dame look*d as handsome again as before ; 

But old sticks himself now appeared to his view. 

For the crutch that supported him seem'd to be two. 
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His mighty-pannch'd host, with tbe gout on his toe. 
How far*d his new-comer designed to know. 
Hail, honour'd host ! Hospitality's Hall! 
Most deservedly yoti its loVd master may call. 
Generosity beams in each look and each feature, 
A host you're indeed both by name and by nature: 
So enlarged is your form, first of all human kind, 
No wonder you boast so capacious a mind. 
Thou ^informe ingens sit down, and lefs share 
This nectar so choice and delectable fare. 
With your bride so unique^ who witii none can compare^ 

Whilst Ovid apostrophi2*d thus, his good host 
Was counting how much the ambrosia might cost. 



* The host; not understanding latin, took this for a 
complhnent \ 
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With the cold veal and fowl» and two glasses of jelly. 
Which now' were conceal'd in his classical belly. 
And he look'd at hb wife with a dabious smile» 
To see if his deary a|^f oyed the while : 
His spouse grinn'd most horribly, and with a nod 
Said, Oyid must be some terrestrial god ; 
Who the heathenish nations w^e-wont to adore. 
Though she never had heard of 'Squire Ovid before.. 
Cried her husband, Nasonis I now <io suppose 
To be some divinity fam'd for his nose ;* 
And I d^re say, my dear, his poetical art 

4 

Must rarely describe that so prominent part — 
If he*d tell it to you, you would get it by heart 
Well-pleas'd he sat down by the poet sublime, 
And caird for a toast to be drank with a rhyme. 



* Doubtless some of the I>tt nivwirum gentium. 
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Then said Ovid» if reason and rhyme can prevail, 

1*11 thank you» kind Sir, for a good toast and ale — 

But the hostess rejoin'd, wittj Sir it is stale. 

If your ale he be bad, said the host, I disown him — 

Cried Ovid " de maniuis nil nisi hammj 

We will not recount the dead fluid's demerits. 

No, no, roar'd the hostess, and caU*d for pure 

spirits. 
A <b^op of blue nth she bolted, what sin 
Is there, think you good reader, in drinking of gin 1 
When liquor had made on the trio impressioo. 
Their love for each other grew past all expression: 
The host was now sunk in an elbow'd chair's arms. 
Whilst the Poet repos'd on his hostess's charms ; 
For what now is tripe was a bosom they say, 
«Twas as huge as a cloud, — ^'twas a great milky way ; 
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The pipe of old S^mnus now fell on the floor, 
The pipe of his spouse gave a deep-sounding snore ; 
The pipe of the hard, for all piping was past, 
Who to pipe up all hands was obliged at last ; 
So lie rang for the boot-catcher, ostler, and maid. 
Cook, kitch^n-wench, waiter, and all to his aid. 
To take solemn somnifer off to his bed. 
With -the huge heavy cargo he had in his head. 
Half-waking, half-sleeping, he hiccup'd — don't dare 
To touch e'en the leg of my old elbow chair. 
Avaunt ! ye vile varmint — a law is my nod. 
If you don't, with this crutch I wiil flat yon by 
Dod.* 



* Invoking the departed spirit of Dod-— all publicans 
deal inspirits!! 
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Whaf 8 all this vile clatter, this impodent rout 1 
You know I must see all my customers out. 
Here's Ovid, whose head is as light as his pocket. 
Still glimmers like rushlight which plays in its socket. 
Come, come, master Metre, one glass to good-night. 
You see that I am not extinguished quite. 
The Poet look'd up, and the hostess awoke, 
y^pplauding those words her heloved had spoke: 
She drank to her bard, to her dear howm friend, 
Xo t>««' *<>v'<* sleeping partner, then begg'd he would end 
His copious libations— 'twas done as she said, 
And the publican's wife put the Poet tombed. 
3ut aching, alas ! was the broad back she lay on,* 
She dreamt of Epistles from Sapho to Phaon : 



♦ We acknowledge the licentia poetics, which wairanU 
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Leander and Hero, too, ran in her mind, 
She saw the rough ocean, she heard the loud windi 
She tost, and she tumbled, and made such a fuss» 
Under powerful spell of what's call'd Incubus, 
That she made the poor publican tremble and swear, 
Whafs the matter] — says she, I've got the nightmare! 
The nightmare/ he cried — ^why you kick with such 

force. 
That I could have sworn 'twas the kick of a horse. — 
Go to sleep, says she, duck — law ! with drink you are 

stupid, 
Tis no use to talk, so I'll e'en dream of Cupid: 
Of Cupid and Wenus, of arrows and darts. 
You'll find none of those, said her dear, in these parts. 
Quickly turning his back on his pillow, he bends, 
For he always was famous for backing his friends : 

c 2 
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Then he gave a deep groan, she responded a sigh. 
And mattered) — if single, unmarried Fd die. 
She leer'd at her lord, but he made no repFy. 

Deep dos'd Monsieur Ovid, for no care had he. 
His mind was from fear aiid from avarice free : 
He dreaded no robber, for no one could rob 
Where a true pkmum vacuum reign'd in the lob : 
His heart was as light as the purse which he wore. 
So he slumbered in peace seven hours and more, 
When the red-fisted chamber-maid open'd his door. 
She open'd his curtains ; then, pleas'd at the sight, . 
He cried — ^Thou who op'nest the curtains of light t- 
Sweet maid, rosy-fingered ! fair usher of day t 
Thou blush of the mom ! what* s a clock, love, I pray? 
Bright PhoBbus sure beams most uncommonly clear. 
Is breakfiist quite ready ? — ^what Weather, my dear ? 
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Oh ! if I could judge by tint soft^rotting eye, 
The heaven's serene^ quite unclouded the sky ; 
Or if by that cheek which quite beggars the rose, 
Tis warm as the summer, we sure may suppose : 
Or if by that breast thaf s a stranger to grief» 
The bhind breath of aephyr scarce ruffles the leaf. 
Thou dawning of day ! speak, my appetite's keener- 
Are any hot muffins or rolls to be seenl 
He ended — ^and on her red arms cast a look 
So ensanguia'd,* you'd think all the blood had forsoc^i 
The seat of vitality, ^fclepi the heart; 
But Doll's blood run rapid in every part. 
Yes, she answer'd, dear Sir — scarcely able to utter— 
There's plenty of muffins, of hot rolls and butter; 

■ II I ■ ■■ ■ ■ ■ 1- 

* Me^mng her oHm, not the hn^ gentle reader. 
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So for all that you want you with freedom may call. 
For mdeed, you sweet man, you are welcome to all : 
So was flatf ry to DoQ, which is nothing uncommon. 
The pill goes down sweet with the whole sex call'd 
woman. 
Now seated at hreak&st, our rhymer weU-skill'd 
In the soft art to please, his interior had filled. 
When he thought on his horse quite bereft of a shoe» 
And away to a neighbouring blacksmith he flew. 
He amus'd him (whilst shoeing his palfrey) with verse. 
And the thousand soft strains he was wont to rehearse ; 
He cail'd him his l|tilcan, his Venus the wife^ 
Young Cupid their brat, the delight of their life* 
Then inquiring the price of the shoe, shook his 

head, 
Saying poetry now was but very poor bread ; 
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^t which sooty mulciber stoutly did bawl->— 
Your beast's shod free, gratis, for nothing at all. 
Though hard b my trade, and though dirty my bel- 
lows. 
There are hearts in the bosoms of suchJike oM 

fellows. 
Said Ovid — ^Right tree is the word yo« have spoke, 
*' The heart of a Briton's a sound heart of oak" — 
Then he quickly took leave whilst they laugh'd at the 
joke. 
Now, returned to his inn, he prepared to depart. 
And to give the last stroke of his marvellous art* 
Panegyrics, like onions, he strung on a string. 
He eulogized all that he met in the ring t 
The waiter was Ganymede, Maia the maid. 
Who the bard long'd to kiss, but, alas ! was afraid ; 
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And Boots wa» the Nepo$ AHaniig,* he swore, ^ 

Who g^ve to his shoes the bright polish they bore ; 
The ostler, bold Hector, who swore night and day, - 
For he felt on the rack when he thought on the hay. 
Which hb beast had consum*d, having nothing to 
pay. 
Now, to bid his good host imdjbis hostess adieu, 
A lily-white haadkerchief gracefol he drew 
From pocket profound, whilst the handkerchief she w^d> 
By its tatter'd condition, the debt which he ow'd — 
The debt was soft gratitude's tear, and each part 
Of the linen was rent, like an agoniz'd heart. 
Whose sad laceration can scarcely be borne. 
When by parting from those that it loves it is torn. 



Mercury. 



I 
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The transparency close to his eye-lids he kept. 
He seem'd as if weeping — his hostess she wept 
The maids dropt a tear, and the ostler his jaws, 
For the Poet dropt nothing to fill up his pause, 
Jn accents, quite broken, his hostess then said» 
Excuse my dear husband confined to his bed; 
Last night he drank hard, and although very stout. 
He never drinks hard without getting the gout ; 
But he bids you farewell, and he solemnly vows 
You're welcome whenever you come to our house. 
Farewell, honoured bard! farewell author divine ! 
I pray you from London to drop one a line — 
May peace guard your slumbers, may nothing disturb 'em 
Dear Ovid, though " sine me tW* in urbem."* 



* Tide the de tristilnu of Ovid. 

I 
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Bright Phoebus's offspring! Gsden's true second self! 
Will you deign to receive an unfortunate elf. 
Who is injured, high Sir» in a sensible part. 
And who humbly solicits your medical art 1 

Straight the doctor made argument a fortiori^ 
Though some think he reasonM a posteriori: 
He spoke very learned in latin and Greek, 
On topics which none but the learned can speak. . 
How shrewd in Prognom he ever had been. 
And how Diagnosis was easily seen: 
What fam'd Prophilaxis alone he possest. 
The secret he kept in his Ay/ier-sage breast; 
With many hard names just arranged to appear 
Like the names of the Russians, inspiring fear; 
For 'tis now all in physic, the same as in law, 
Cest k nam de la chose keeps the vulgar in awe ; 
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And those ivlio the nmllaiade wish to conuBand 

Should converse ia a language they can't understand. 

Our hard was a man of such excellent sense. 

That he saw in a nonent *twould be an offence-* 

A sin iar more grievous than stealing his pelf. 

If the doctor perceiv'd he knew more than Mmuifx 

So he bow'd at each word, gave assent to each ned^ 

Of his sapient, self-satisfied, grave demi-god — 

Till, adverting at length to his patienf s disaster* 

He dcign'd to administer the healing plaster; 

And, to swell the acooont, with a look j^ther quizic,* 

Advis'd hijn to swallow a bottte of physic. 

With a bolus as large as a marble or ball. 

And the sly^ninded Poet quick stomach'd it all — 



l^^matm'* \ ^— , 



* Or quizocal. 
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For, on gettiiig a dinner he folty was heat! 

And bis iiopcs all soceeeded touie jmU as ht 

When he hinted how mnch he was weary and sjpent. 
WalkJui says the doctor, iomfBfpn pray coaie, t 

Will Ahew you^ Sir, my Penetratia Dom; 

# "* 

Our wife and dUr daag^iter will give yon in haste 
A share of our frugal, but wholesome repast: 
As an aatfaor^ whose name I forget— 4te's a Greciap, 
Informs us, that half the world dies of repletion ; 
In out wAfufajand iramtgv, stnotly we use 
The greatest eo0fip0i|f-«-4Bke what you chase^ 
Adjoined Mbtress Bolus, my :husband must pop» 
In all that he di>ei« a vilje taste otikt shop; 
But I^ who'm his iupm*, don't value a fig 
is nostrums, his nonsense, his latin, or wig ; 
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Nor ev«i ids head*-q«otli her lord that vrext yvOf 
Uttless that yon vahied the head of my cane. 
Cries Ovid, ah I what inexpressible fun I ! 
I find you're anure dab^ bright Sir^ at m pnn.-^ 
Aye^ ffcjoiB'd his bri|^t sponse, he's too ole?er by half^ 
For he mahes such attempts that I never ean lBngh*-<^ 
Thus meanipg to shew her good man was a e^« 
Mfstreas Bolas an evil incurable h^d. 
It baffled all duU, made the doctor ifulte mad ; 
And, what was the worst, she had had it so li^ng 
It pnecdnded aU hop^ — ikis di^eas^ of the to«gu^{ 
No chemical, nay nor obstetrical skill, 
Wli^h laid the good lady« could keep her tongue ttSU, 
And yet 'twas her freehold, though tenant at wilU 
And she made free to use it, however annoying, 
A female^s chief boast, like le Drdit du Citojfen: 

D % 
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Uirum harum, says madmni— I'm always to hlame, ' 
The one and tbe tother arc sure maoh the sane — 
In Hebipew, says Ovid, 'tis just but one name. 
Now you*re taikkif of Hebrews, adds madam, I tkink 
Mr^ BoluSy he iMews soom most exoellent drink : 
Yott may shake your old head, but I ahvays prevail^ 
And the gentkman sM/ have a taste of our ale. 
The beer being brought, and the Poet well sated, 
Paulioa weltpleas'd — the whole party elated, 
A kind of a skeleton open'd the door 
With a sound that partook of a scream and a roar — 
A sound which poor Ovid had ne'er heard before. 
He came, and without any further apology. 
Intruded a specimen of osteology: 
For, so thin he appeared, 'twere not easily known 
That a portion of skin was spread over the bone; 
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Twas the doctor^s appfNitice» whoie only deltghl- 
Was to practice all day, and to study all night; 
And who, unlike hit master, poor siaipleton oif ! 
Had tried his experiments all on himself. 

Hei mtAt / «ried raw-hone — ^unhappy disaster I 
My lady has surely been robh'd of her piaster ; 

Her aum mam below swears l^ all that is great. 

That her ladyslup is in a perilous state; 

That her fever^s increased ; and whaf a shocking, oh lack ! 

The blister designed for her ladyship's back. 

Is now, Sk$ arttissing — ^the bard in a heat 

Began to feel somewhat dbturVd in his seat ; ' 
* And, by divers wry-faces his features soon make. 

Exhibited clearly the fatal mistake ! 

This ill-omened stranger, cries raw-*bone, oddrrot him. 

Has her ladyship's plaster stuck close to his bottom* 
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Crief old Bolus, altsl «o he ha« — mhen a groin 
Procl!Miii'cl> what inthoot it bad iiefer been komm9 
That the Smlt caidd lie laid npan nana— 'twa^ tiB 

owm 
The hM esqt0§i drove bum finoai the roan, 
MistreastBafaii esdsaaiA — It ipM ever my dooii^ 
Wherever I'm plac'd^ aad whalaver my itatc, 
To be always adiaai'd of my bhmdferiBg mates 
My netvts are ^ nhMi, Tm Uoafaie to |WBt 
What I feel for poor Ovid^'mtemiyUfAtL 
Sal vclatik wretchi and no lurther msoMk^ 
Or every gaUyot qiiicUy FU hceak«->- 
Our Poet, parceling the symplaois <tf lear 
Upon Bolus's fiic^, os'd a tme rme de guerre; 
And, adbeting such anger, as past aH belief, 
locreas'd hi* ^onfiiftiaft, oonlritMin, and grief. 
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Unworthy of confidence ! (uttei^d the foard) 
Thou false ^sculapiiisl I tfaiidL it most bard. 
Whatever yoar ignorance, thus to make free, 
And to practise your stupid mistakes upon me. — 
Sweet Sir, says the ^prentice, with iiectical coughs 
If you'll be so good, I will soon take it off. — 
Take it off 1 replied Ovid, tha plaster so£rm is. 
That with it you'll tear off my whole Epidermis; 
And if you do so, by the gods of the Greeks, 
ril scratch oStht skin which just covers your cheeks, 
AVe men of condition — are men^ Sir, of parts, 
"To be flayed thus alive by your butcherii^ artt*? 
You may think as you please, but before that I go, 
rU have satisfiietion I'd have you to know.*-. 
Now the trembling druggist said, good Sir, I vow 
I am greatly to blame^ gentle baid. Til allow ; 
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But whatever I can I will do toiepair 

Thu sad {(iror pf sjacy yes I will I declare. 

The bill I bad ande mit, for weading yav seat, 

111 tatter to pieces, and iliag in the street; 

Both your nagaiid yoaiidf shall be Std tint ttmrneot^ 

Till the scat of yoar hoMor mgaios what ^fcai lost: 

Tott shall have aU foe B<Aiiig — bed» waahia^ and 

board. 
And receiYa as mnoh hoaMfe as any hi^ lord. 
Heai! — Well, weU, quoth Oirid, when hoaou's at 

stake 
Too great leparatioa one nerer can make ; 
The pain's a laere trifle— but then, to be bluat. 
What gaUsflM the most is the glariaf affiront- — 
And (whilst raising the plaster) cries he, with a wiace^ 
My honour's as sacM as that of a prince I — 
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Yes it is, muttered raw-bone, and soBie oiay be found 

Who at bottom, like you, are most plaguy unbound. — 

The doctor officiously palling in haste 

The small-elothes of Grid adown from his waist^ 

Too civil by half, and most afi^wardly too. 

In seven small fragments unluckily drew 

This antique habiliment— -what could he do? 

■ • 

Twas quite obvious — ^he ought to provide him witk 

new: 
So he did, and kfb kept him a week at his cost. 
But the day he departad he valued the mosts 
For poetical appetites, keen aa their wit» 
Are rave constant cnstomieis unto the spit. 
And ever delighted whilst picking a bit. 

Old Ovid departed, exulting with joy. 
And as youthful he felt as a new-britched boy; 
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With, an air of protection he utter'd adieu 

To Bolus and all his Galenkan crew ; 

Gave a nod tp the meagre apprentice rapscalhon. 

And t9 fair Andronina in French and Italian, 

Adio, adieu, said with infinite grace. 

Whilst his well-fed rip Rosinant quicken'd her pace. 

The horse and the rider so pamper'd had grown. 

So much bettered in plight they could scarcely be known* 

Proud Naso now rose in his saddle to shew 
The contempt he possessed for^he pec^ie below; 

m 

And, as on his crazy old saddle he sat. 
Never deign'd pn plebeians, who took off the hat. 
To return the least bend — ^for it then was his whim 
*To think the creation scarce worthy of him. 

* Come colei ch a tutto 11 mondo a s'degno 
E^ non le par ch'alcim sia de lei degno^AaiosTo* 
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As he rose on his saddle, his pride also rose» 

Which had ncarij pto^'d fiital to bridge of his 

nose; 
For, just as he thought all admired the most; 
His high mighttiiess run himself Ami of a post 
The nose ga^e a bang, and the blood follo#'d after» 
And the good people follow*d next, roaring with 

laughter; 
Whilst tott'ring, just ready to tumhH, his grace 
Found that this was once more a ridiculous case — 
Thus pride not unfrequently brings on disgrace. 
Blest 'are those who through life pass with no pride 

at all. 
For the higher the eminence greater the faU. 
The bard from his pocket the handkerchief took^ 
And sought to ablute in a neighbouring brook ; 



B 
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Then alightiiig, he said to hhasetf, henceforth I 

Will practise that virtue ^aU*d humility^ 

For pride's efflorescence, like gathering piniple^ 

Bursts at last in corruption — ^and-^-er^^, the sinqpkt 

Plain, honest, aod easy, sweet, hunUEe, and kind. 

Is the style that's most pleasing tp every mind : 

Thus his monitor conscience did usefully chide. 

And humility was ever after his guide. 

Now freed from the siiiart, and deterg'd of his 

stains, 

A task more uncleanly thereafter remains : 

The said handkerchief which his good mother h»ng 
wore. 

Was drencb'd dripping out with foul fluid and 

Twould not do to he pocketted, so he must try 

On some neighbouring bnunble to make the thiug.dry- 
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His ste«d he irttaeh'd to die trunk of a tree. 
And contented on carpet of earth repos'd he ; 
Still keeping thedrapery ^kerchief in view. 
Which, to dry on a bough, he now skilfully threw; 
And, dthoagh all in ragsi it was dear '^ to his 

heart, 
Twas his mother's ! Aat thought touch'd bis t^derest 

part! 
And hid ahy one past, they might easy espy. 
Of the very first wiiter, a gem in each eye': 
Whilst the handkerchief hung up in air $ine line, 
Twas so pierc'd you could plainly see through the 

design — 
Like a trophy triumphant to heaven it flew. 
Or a Wellington standard, when heroes pursue 



Their foes, as the trumpet of victory blew. 

E 2 
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It was etill droppiiig blood» and so pierc'd in each 

part, 
Tliat the sight mi|^t ha?e fri^ten'd k atmt JSu^mm- 

pmric 

And t fortnne as ragged perchaaoe he may wed. 

Whose fiite mvm dqpends on as slender a thread. 

The miich4ov'd mmiiftdiy ioating on hif^ 

Drew firom Ovid's warm bosom fall many a sigh: 

He wistfully eyed it, whilst thns did he rave — 

Oh ! if *«n ^^ggpii^t^ tkU kamdkerehief gsve 
JIfy mother, or not, still my heart will it please. 

And be treasnr^d like mnch-valued relic firom Greece. 

Thns saying, he rose from humility's couch, 

to put up the rag In his pouch; 



• Vide OtfieDa 
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But the flatter it made catis'd a cruel miskap^ 
Dame Terra receiving a yooth on her iap» 
Who fell from fiis horse with a terrible rap. . 
The caH of limnanity Ovid obey'd. 
And as instimtly flew to the gentleman's aid. 
With — Speak, noble traveller, what is the matter? 
Permit me to fetch you a little fresh water.-^ 

» 

And with similar things, which impression must make 

• • • • 

On those who perceive you an interest take 

In whatever befals them, and still bear a part 

■ 
Of the wrongs of a brother — strong claim on the heart? 

Detestable feeling, though mingled with pain ! 

And the tenderest link of humanity's chain! 

A curse on the beggar who hung these rage here. 

His eyes from thetr sockets well pleas'd could I 

tear : 
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I am all over bruises, my honter^s knees broke. 

Bad lock to siieh blasted itiiieraiit folk 

Cried the 'sqnire — ^whilst Ovid — a blush on his cheek. 

Scarce knew how to feel, and still less how to speak. 

Doubting whether to chide him in Latin or Greek I 

Then mutt'ring to self, with irascible grunt. 

How can I endure this outrageous affront 1 

I am curst as a beggar, and what is far worse. 

My dear lady mother's involv'd in the curse ; 

Thb proud youth for his rash anathematisatian. 

Deserves from my hand nought but pulverisation. 

Thus to blot my escutcheon with such a foul stain, . 

For though often to trace out a fiither be vain. 

And though crown'd heads can't tell if crown'd heads 

begot 'em. 
The child knows its mother, and I say odd-rot him ; 
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A brute he becosaes, and unworthy hb food. 

If he won't risk for her both his fortune and blood : 

Thus he rag'd — but Compassion as quickly now stole 

To the inner recess of bis amiable soul. 

And she whispered— my child, this impertinent strain 

Is the ofspring of rashness, engender'd by pain. 

And proceeds from a youth prostrate now at your feet. 

Devoid of experience — with weakness replete; 

Tis a brother offends you — and pray, while you live. 

Remember, our noblest act's to forgive! I — 

So I will, rejoin^ Ovid — and, stretching his hand. 

Kindly lifted his brother at Pity's command. — 

This return of affection I feel quite divine. 

And perhaps he don't know that the rags are all mine; 

So I'll pocket the insult and handkerchief too 

When he's safe on his horse, and can't see what I do — 
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lUflectkm thus triniopli'd o'er passkvn's firet gosl — 

A lesson toaU our good readers we trust; 

And fbe next 1csb^*8 Patience, which readers indeed 

We humbly solicit, nnd feel that we need 

From yoor nature indulgent, wdl-]rfea^d if we keep 

A smile on your ^ce — or we set yon to sleep.* 



* Aatdormitabo ant iMebo-H»ys Master Uotace. 
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CANTO III. 



I 



The young 'squire^ relieved from the dirt and con* 

fusion. 
Began to discourse of effects of contusion; 
Of bruises interior, of extravasation. 
Of blood, and such topics — ^tis all botheration- 
Adds Ovid, dear Sir, with such youth on your side. 

You have nothing to fear — I don't fear, he replied;— 

^^^ • ^ 

The fact was, that he thought a man void of discern* 

ing. 
Might be struck in a heap with display of such learn- 
ing. 
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For 'tis now <|uite the fiuhion (you know it, of course) 
To treat a good friend as you treat a good horse : 
For a crack of a whip, or a smack on th^ back. 
Demonstrations of .kindnesst are deem'd by a pack 
Of high-blooded felk>w% aO gmne to the bone* 
Who consider your intelecta mnch like their own* 
The 'squire .to compliments soon put an end—- 1 
Must tell yqn, says he, num:e$i tempma bibindi; 
For at school he'd read Horace, though now quite forgot 
'Twas a m^tto, howeyer, which suited a sot; 
So he gaTe him a damper of jmrl* from a pot — 
And he beggTd (for his groom was employ'd) to the 

stable' 
He*d tarry his horse — yes I will if Vm able 



* ft is qi^te comnion for gentlemen CQacbiyi^ii to diink 
purl out of a pewter pot 
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Says Ovid-— and looking awhile — I declare^ 
Hie ntmt est Phaethon — to shall my mare. . 
The young 'squire I see is VLJekii, so so ! 
Perhaps he will drive me in Cmrriculo — 
But first to my dinner 111 cheerfully go. 

Now the dinner serv'd up, and the party assembled. 
The table beneath its huge weight almost trembled. 
For fish; flesh, and fowl, in profusion were there. 
Whilst true hospitality sat in the chair : 
Yes the chair was well fiil'd, and the landlord a fit one, 
A true country 'squire - a right good-hearted Briton ; 
A fellow — whose acre and king to defend 
Would have fought like a cock, and would fight for a 

friend ; 
All bottom, good $t^ff^, aye such sinew and bone. 
Who'd take any friend's part, and oft' well took his own* 



I 
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Cries classical Ovid — Kind Sir! heaven screen us! 

How different the dinner of Nassidienus ! 

What gen'rous profusion ! whilst each guest may call 

For all that he wishes without phrase at all ; 

Had my brother bard, Horace, known yon (half 

mellow) 
He ne'er would have sung of so silly a fellow. — 
That's true, my tight lad, and as I am a sinner. 
Adds the 'squire, you must tip us a stave after dinner : 
I could once speak in French, but I hate it, says he, 
And the whole I romember's sans ceremome. 
In which ev'ry guest did most firmly agree. — 
Says the lawyer, good Sir, I entreat you'll not can0 
Your arma virumjue — the doctor says ah not 
I hate fusty Virgil ! — the parson cries who 1 
Fusty virgins! I hate them as much as you do 



V 
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The fact ! — the attorney, the parson, and all. 

Not forgetting the doctor, whose learning was small. 

Knew nothing of Virgil, or Horace, 'twas clear, 

But they all of * them wished learned men to appear. 

So folks very often grow wise in their beer. 

Says the schoolmaster, Ovid is my vade macum-^ 

Oh no ! says the curate, the wretch, may plague take him! 

He writes so immodest— I can't, on my life, 

Keep his love and his trash from my daughters and wife* 

For love daughter Susan run mad t'other day; 

For love daughter Bridget last year run away; 

For love there's no cure — none the arrow can parry — 

Whispers Ovid — the best cure I know is to marry. — 

Poor girls,^dds the 'squire, if they could they'd not tarry. 

But pray, rejoins Ovid, right reverend Sir, 

Why so bitter a charge do you harshly prefer 
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AgaiDst this poor poet? — he's done me much wrong,-*- 
Done your graBdm^er, miswers ike 'squire, hold your 

tongue ; ^ 

Pray let us be happy ivith liquor before us, 
LoTe! — res est solicitus, plenum timorb, 
Says the ci^in; t^ho feUiirom the bbair which he 

sat En^ 
So much for his grammar, so much for his ktin, — 
Au bout de sen Ititin and Aora dt combat. 
Adds the 'bookseller, hoping to gain much eclat; 

■v 

% 

But the ^squire cut him short, crying boys, dtink about ! 
How the bookseller now all his leziuing lets out ; 
We may hope fat a very high flown conversation. 
Now Index's wit is in 6uch circulation. 
And the captain recovering, his head Xip did [iop. 
With— Index, my hearty, no more of the ^hop — 

F 2 
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Then a rub to the doctor — ^you seem much afraid 
That I shan't want your help in the way of your 

trade: 
No, nor your's my good parson^ — no^ no« 'tis my 

plan 
To remain in this world quite as long as I caik 
Next hiccup'd the farmer — dear landlords I long 
To hear our good stranger^ who'll tip us a song; 
I am sure he sings well by the cut of his jib^ 
Quoth a jolly young midshipman — lignum, don't fib. 
If he says that himself sings right well, adds the 

'squire» 
And a sea song's the thing that we all most admire; 
But I've got such a cold I should murder a ditty, 
I'm so hoarse I can't sing — what z hum, what a 

pity! 
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Rejoia*d aU but the doctor, who, sporting his skill. 
Said, ril soon set you right — if you please, Sir, set 

still, 
BawFd their chairman — dear doctdr no more of your 

pUl. 
The request being past, and the bottle past too, 
A caD upon Ovid was made by this crew 
Of right-hearted topers — Sir, if it don't bore ye, 
' Be so good as to sing — I will sing con atmn'e. 
Replied gentle Ovid, and thus warbled he. 
Having 'first run some notes upon solfa solfee; 
Which the party approv'd — they indeed wet« not 

bad» 
And 'twas luck, for they were all the nates which be 

had* 
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SONG. 

FOUR AGES. 

In primitWe times, by tradition we're told 
That the first age of man was an aera of gold ; 
*With honey and nectar the land overflowed. 
And they paid in gold money for all that they ow'd. 



Bat the wisest establishment's easy deranged. 
The age with the guinea was ^edily chaiDg'd* 
The next age was silver, and what was far worse. 
Their manners grew lighter as lighter their purse. 



^mt^ 



* Flnmina jam lactis^ jam flumina nectaris ibant 

Ovid. Fab. 8. 
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More worthless the age and the maxims which pass 
In the third age of mani call'd the sra of brass; 
For polish'd in surface were vice and disgrace. 
And pass'd off quite current with bold brazen face. 

But the age which in baseness all others surpast. 

Was the aera of iron, succeeding at last : 

Kow all hearts were harden'd, and clos'd was each 

hand. 
And nothing but hardships were felt through the land. 



Half the night was consum'd in mirth^ liquor, and glee. 
And when all were done up but invincible three ; 
Says the 'squire — dear Ovid, belov'd triumvir. 
You're a right jolly fellow, by Caesar, good Sir; 
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So I swear by this bowl, and the shade of my sire,* 
If erer a friend you should chance to require^ 
That I am the man — by my Muse> swears the bard, 
I love you, and wish you may meet your reward* 
Link'd in friendship they sat, captain, poet, and host,. 
Till they'd drain'd dozen bottles, exhausted each toast; 
And till Luna her crescent withdrew from the skies. 
And bold Phcehus peep'd in, as a hint for to rise— » 
They rose, gentle reader — they rose, but by Juno, 
Like knights of the bath, triajuncta in uno 
Might have been their device — for each like a brother 
Could not stand without kindly assistance from f other^ 
And still in each part of their gay conversation. 
In spite of a little thick obnubilation. 



* Tbo Sapiard's oath is still stroDget'^uerpo di nd P^drt^ 
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From vapour that's vinous, and drop in the eye. 
All was love, not a clond on good fellowship's sky. 
At length, when the organ of utterance fail'd. 
And importunate Somnus o'er Bacchus prevail'd ; 
IVhen Momus grew mute, and the bard was half blind. 
To Molly the good Jiumour'd party resigned. 
Who put slippers on feet, and plac'd night-cap on head. 
And trundled the party safe into their, bed: 
Two were motionless all — but the muses' relation, 
Crave Molly — what's classic'ly call'd osculation* 
Next morning our hero, refresh'd by his nap. 
Disengaging his head from somniferous cap. 
Felt a slight touch of fever in body and brain. 
Just a proof that all pleasure is mingled with pain : 
Thinks he, what a pity the rairth-stirring bowl 
Should be dash'd with the poison of fierce acohol; 
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They together might spend — for life's drama*s uncer* 

taio. 
And full oft unexpectedly pops down the curtain ; 
Most brief, and of much imperfection possest. 
But must gain most applause where the acts are the 
best. 
When the morning of sad separation drew near. 
Our Poet his weakness beginning to fear, 
Rose early, intending the servant to tell 
That his heart was top full to express his farewell. 

Then, doubting again, thoughV^rhaps it were better, 

> '. ^.- . . . , 

Just to leave on his table a bit of a letter — 
When Molly appear'd with — 'm order'd ^to say 
That my master still hopes you're not going away; 
But, in case it be so, he is gone out to course, 

* 

For to bid you adieu he wants courage and force. 
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And this billet I give you wili^faithftil relate 

What a rustical language can't articulate ; 

For though rude in his manner^ his soul, Sir« is great 

The billet was read twen^-five times or more^ 

It was so full of kindness the measure run o'er ; 

Both the word and the deed were close-link'd hand in 

hand. 
Insisting that Ovid his purse should command; 
And inclosing a sum which he would not accept, 
Twas the kmdness he treasur'd, and aU that he kept ; 
With a serrowfiil breast he affected to whistle. 
And said, I from London will write an Epbtle, 
Quickly ordered his nag — and the nag came instanter. 
And set off in a pace iriiich resembled a canter ; 

« 

But puU'd up at conclusion of long avenue^ 
Sobbing, mansion of peace ! thus I bid you adieu : 
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Be thy fields and thy forests utaceasingly green. 
May fertility here ev'ry season be seen. 

Or as erst my old fanciful Muse used to sing. 
May this manor ei\joy a ^perpetual spring ! 
Adieu, lov'd abode, worthy Fhilo, adieu ! 

Wh^n distant, I ever shall keep you in view, 

« 
Then he spurred i^s old nag, which like Pegasus flew. 



* Ver erat oeternum, placidique tepentibus amis 
Mulcebant ze^yji natoft sine s^oe flot^Qik . 

Ovid. Fab. ^. 
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CANTO IV. 



Oft a sort of a fediDg creeps iato the mind, •■ 

Ag^Biaiagly painful, yet tenderly kind, 
A thing that^io pencil or pen ever df ew^ 
Ye^' kind keaven l>e pr«9'd I Us still felt by a few ; 
iVTkich, when satisfied most, makes one oftentimes fret^ 
Whid» W€;' dwell on mlb anguish, yet fear to forget. 
Indescribable something, which stiH wants a name, * 
Ambiguous quite, though of nature the same ( 
Where a waim 'and. proud soul is quite flying at 

• speed>- " 

The wilt overiowiug, unaided by deed, 

o 2 
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And where gen'rous iDtention—kind reader yon know it; 

Alas ! wants the pitiful power to shew it :— 

« 
Thus felt Moniieur Ovid, and dealt many thumps^ 

.On the flanks of old Rosinant mueh in the dumps} 

No wonder with such cogitation brim foil. 

Hie rest of his journey prov'd horribly doll« 

How the inmost racess Of his heart )did now buni» ' 

To make to his generous friend fit return; - 

To repay him an hundredfold how he should like. 

But whilst ftmilflf the thought be beheld the turnpike; 

And so tum*d out his pocket, and seornAitty paid it. 

For nature * Oa hammi sublime itiii : 

And he proudly paced on» for ^tis most bard indeed 

To $eem what we are when the pocket's in need^ 

Vide Chad's Ilominis Creatio^FiB. 2. 
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B»4 I more^f. tbift nuMn^ of wigliteoiitims : ^ 
I should traTel the better, both self ^nd my beast. 
Now uiic«|rtfuii of diiitieiri oC tll^lteK* end rest; 
But I ^Ter jkifwi'd these wkQ fret, enreet, andttnuiv' 
Thiouih. Itfe^ftethtt Jove .efthelqcffepf gain, : 
WhQst « P^^ Btiiut eet» ee be Wfiles, ell by fiti^ 
Jlwt Mke alh«r,hiii|^-^inittU, wbe live on their ivkiu 
Thbday:be-^elflMi|gereetfittff.flndJMnliFine,, ^ 
CkNrtAMi>«Mif/bie .gmee^.dhl.diike Hhwphry, lo 

' 'dil^*{ • *' • r, s -.,. « J^ • . . • 

And for many, days nfter he fined sehreely better. 
He took biieutt : and *«&!«:, and ftd.on the letter ' ^ 
So fe^ni^iiiititen 1^ exc^lleiit friend. 
But beganr miicb to wish Hmfhis journey would 
endi . *. . ♦ 
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For Uf pdif«y awl he wtie m tmeh poor eoiiditi<Mi^' 
Tott'd have tlmight thcj wo«ld pemfa ftoui pare 

MUitioo; 
Bot th^lociflj hailed om sight, where a tar 
Was lodged at the agn of the Old Man of War ; 
Who recmited the pocket and shdtet'd iron 'ireather. 
And pot the tad^coaple in oriach higher feather ; 
Gave his gold with a s^pieeze, and fiireweO with an o«th» 
Twas apity^ hr kindness accompanied both* 
Good Inek fje, cries Jackj, in this wide worid befeie ye. 
And be sure write a poem on Old £nghaid% glory : 
Tis a history weD knowii in every part. 
And eogniYen in gold on each ttoe Brltoa% hsart-** 
One more sqn^xe of the fist ere we company part. > • 
EngraTen in gold, matters Jack^ Sir, tiwf a good. 
But I TBiWKs thai 'tis written in^letters of Idood ; 
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For to fight for my country, whilst life-blood remains, 
^ Is the language that ever has flow'd in my veins : 
Thus the colloquy ended, whilst Ovid, soft-stealing 
The rag from his pocket, gave waiy to his feeling. 
Tis certain, said he, that my much honoured fHOier 
Has mixt in her milk a profusion of water, 
With which she has nurst me from childhood, no 

doubt, 
Wh\ch thus maizes me to melt, and so 'plenleoos mas 

out; . . 

I can't help this weakness ; well, well, neter mind. 
It is what we may call the milk of human kind* 
Now, behold our good bard to fiim'd London approach. 
Not in curricle, tilbury, landau, or coach— , 
But on bare back of skeleton, wretchedly fed. 
Scarce deserving the epithet of quadruped ; 
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Which indeed had been false, for 'twa3 e%sy te $f^. 
That this wonderful nondescript ambled on tbi^e* 

Now. a prey to alljests^ mpst indecent aiiil coan^ 
Was our bard, and the thing representing a horse : 
Cries Janpis to D<rfl» as he stood close beside her, 
Hy eyes, poU». do twig that there horse and the 

rider. 
Kup, kup, firey steed ! adds an impudent pvf^ 
laaynmaler fiinistRr do t>y him -up ; 
And a saucy street-walker bawk out — blow nie« 

MeH, • . 
Pray look at the parson a$ cui$ sitehM swell. 
Some thought him a ghost, and some thought 'twas ia 

• • • 

hoax, 

"Whilst the children run after, and call'd lum Guy 

» . . ... 

Fawks; 
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But the poet alighted, desiring to dine, 

Whibt the pkbs all made game of him got in a line : ' 

Straight he call'd for refreshment, and got some stale 

tripe. 
Just as much as might serve for to physic a snipe; 

When he puird out his guineas, and sought better 

« 
fere; 

And, like magic, a dainty repast did appear. 

The dinner was choice, and the wine was not bad. 

But the bill came to just the few guineas he had : 

Tliere were wax-lights, French wines, a mol^ desperate 

charge ! ' ' 

With drawing-room, stable-room, counted at large— 
And he started I his eyes almost leapt from their 

socket. 
Finding purse just as light, and full room in his pocket* 
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To the coffce-hoase next see oar liero repair, 

WUbt the dtaulieM and knowing-ones titter and 

stare^ 
With — Look ! what a coat ! and behold what a phiz j 
One cries he's a dSstttiif 9 one he*s a qiBs } 
And wheiMU had laafhl both at his wardrobe and hat, 
A sharper attempted to iHik itnsJUt /— 
My dear worthy Sir — for my memory's to blame» 
Allow me to venture t*inquire yoar name ; 
Though your face I know weU» ev'ry line and ea<^h 

feature, 
The mirror of merit, of wit, and goodnature. 
At the quaint name Nasonis, the sharper supposes 
Tis Signor Natone, who fabricates noses : 
And, to flatter the quack, cries how happy I am ! 
Is that nose a real one. Sir, or a sham t 
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At whieh Ovid 8tartitig» like oqe scarce awake. 
Cried, Sir, I must leave you, you're in a mistake. 
A little whHe aftei' the wailer.exckims-*-* 
The ostler a Vfotd ¥fiib y<Hirjr^vareiice claans*^^ 
For some took our bard for a twopenay teacher. 
And some for a swaddling itiaeeuit preifeher. 
On inquiring his bus'ness, the man riiook his head. 
And gravely replied — Sir, your animal's dead !— - 
Widi countenance alter'd, and sorrowing sigh. 
In funeral pace gentle Ovid drew nigh :— 
ARISTOS of cattle ! thou best of thy race! 
Thou faithful old servant — one parting embrace. 
In this world of deceit, I shall find very few 
As friendly, as useful, as trusty as you : 
How long my infirmities faithful you bore, 

« 

Whilst I bore with thine, and w)iat could we do more ] 
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Our conduct in this point might senre now mud 

then 
As a lesson to bipeds who caH themielves men ; • 
All I can I win do — I will crown thee with bays. 
And will turn hippodrttmatitt all in thy praise ; 
Since I'm told that horse tragedies now« in the town. 
Suit every head, and are sure to go down 
From the highest capacity down to the least. 
On the stage now a homo gives way to a hea$t. — 
Then turning to ostler, he cries — Honest friend. 
Sell my poor horse's hide — thus all obseqi^es end ^ 
To property always relations attend. 

Now sallied forth Ovid with lupibrt air. 
It was mild resignation, devoid of despair : 
Sncb look as on legatee's face always shines. 
With all your executors, heirs, and assigns; 
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Wliere a decent oomposoie shouM eferappesr. 
Though we often detect a broad smile throiigh a tear. 
But in Ovid, in truth, there was nooe of it beie. 
He set out to Monmouth Street all in a trot. 
To purchase a second-hand beaver and coat — 
The first for two shillings, the last for a crown. 
And proceeded thereafter to visit the town ; 
Where all things seem'd so strange, that oar Poet 

supposes 
The taste of the town was his Metamorphoses : 
llere a beau so Atrm/e^ou might venture to wager 
He was playing the part of a huge vrsa maj0r ; 
And the Cyprian sisters, those syrens of ruin. 
Were ftirr'd to the ears like relations of Bruin ; 
Whilst the; chastest of daraes took astonishing pain 
To ais)ear just as bad as die Cyprian tram. 

H 
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Some walk'4 upon boots, with higk hecb just like 

Some shew'd their bare arms, their white bosoms, and 

legs; 
So palpable all, so transpareni. their dress. 
That they left their admirers nothing to guess; 
Whibt the petticoat shortens, the tucker descends, 

■ 

To shew they kept nothing concealed from their friends. 
Though loose in attire, and as loose in tiieir ways. 
The fair sex — the male one was pincht up in 8tajf$. 
How unlike this race to their ancestors are. 
Who ponderous armour did manfully wear; 
But lightness in dress, best suits levity's pate. 
And foplings can ne'er be esteem'd men of weight. 
A number of vehicles rang*d at a door. 
Was a sight Master Ovid had ne'er seen before : 
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When of grboms and 'of coachmen the noisy Atfft 

Proclaimed to our bard 'twas the four-in-hand x^lub. 
Whilst a jockey informed him that noblemen try 
With the lowest of coachmen and bruisers to vie ; 
For ^Niandllng^he ribbands^ and tabbing, Sir, now^ 
Are All quite the go, says the jockey, I yow — 
Then ruin go with them, quoth Ovid, thaf s M, 
Fidi many a Phaeton heve's doom^ to faU. 
Twas just as he angur'd, a violent scream 

Announc'd the np-setttng an nnicom team ; 

One blood run his chariot right foul of a tmidem, . 

And oaefaniK^d his leaden on top of a rand&m ; 



* A term of the Club. 

t A UmaLQi jmgUieiieecimiee. 

u 3 
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For the kaders were restive, and is Fin alive. 
Shewed their matter they neither would lead nor would 

drive ; 1 

■ 

And the iattdem was Uamdem emstode remote. 
For out flew the driver, and ihiver'd tn toU 
Was the dashing machine, causing loudest alarm, 

■ 

I 
And the proud charioteer, too, had fractur'd an 

arm, 

■ 

If his neck— 'twould have caus'd to the world no great 

harm* 
No man but a creditor surely would care. 
For no good he e'ier did — but could drive to a hair. 
To the great river Thames our bard rapidly flew, 
Peiighted! astonished! transfixtl at the view — 



Imbeibis juvenis tmuhm costode remote. 

Vide Horace. 
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J«st like a »tiiok pi|^— Mying-^-by Jimo I do 

At prim0 mpeeiu tteid stupid like Dido.* 

Wliat riches! wbsi beauty! wbat oomiMMe! wbat 



strife! 



A river fike Ais I ne^er taw in my life. 

When Ovid had viewed this giand prospect aquatic 

He repaired for a lodging to humblest attic. 

Thus our views often change in a life so uneven. 

And dms 'twas he lodg'id in the irst floor from 

heavm ; 
But a jocular turn to the chrcumstanee giving, 

■ 

Qooth he, like tiie great, I delight in high living. 
On his road, a proud figure appearing in sight. 
He ask'd a b]^4tander, a hmuoorotis wight, 



* Obstnpuit primo aspeotn Sidoma Pido. Virgil. 
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Now Hoaer, and Tiipl, ny MOtoB fei]gof; 

Give pboe to tbe gingle of great Walter 8cot^ 

Or to irerK all so simple jost fit for babe's motrthy 

Of Md i u i tii ie style; fike a W b or S ■ ' ' -y : 

TooH not anke a groat Mr. AaAor I dnmi^ 

Of a poeai tiiafs wrftten in fangaagie tbafs dead; 

Sock difficoh lumber u now oat of season, 

Wbcre a rbyme strikes tkte fiuicy ncHie search out tov 
/ 



An parties deligkt in (both stem Whig and Tory) 

Vertm inepes rerum ei mmgit ammrnt^^ 

F<w Latin and Greek would but serve ibr to bore 

And no one now dreams of old Grid and Horace. 



* Vide Horace de Arte Poetica. 
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Yourself and your manuscript pray take away, 

For to speak in plain language — ^the book Sir wont 

To me 'twould but just serve to light up my taper. 
And all I could give is the price of waste paper. 
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CANTO V. 



Now Ovid bounced out as enraged ai a Turk, 

To hear a plebeian make light of kis work; 

To treat him and Homer just all of a piece. 
And to make their sweet poetry travels in greaoe, 

For smutty-fist kitchen-wench roughly to handle. 

As she kindleff her fire, or when lighting her 

caudle; 
Ah I how diflPrent this age, when with old times 

contrasted. 
It made the good Poet feel qviteJUbergoHed, 
His fiune was dishonoured, his laurels w^re blasted; 
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And all by a shop^eeping son of a she 
Who, second in alphabet, stands for a B. 
Distracted and horrified, tortnr'd and torn, 
By thought which by gentf emen scarce could be bom ; 
With diq;race and starvation all full in his view; 
Tow'rds his wretched sky-parlour he hastily flew; 
But a monst'rous umbrella, by chance, we suppose. 
Came in contract en pauant with prominent nose — 
Can't yoa see, cries his foe, you fool, gaping abou^ 
Is the pavement too narrow for your ugly snout t 
.You're some green country cousin, or tutor so lazy. 

From college — it ought to have been ferit nasi 
Says Ovid, t'encounter your insolent blows. 
Would require the resistance of— a trazen noie» 
And you, whose os frantis is cover'd with brass. 
Be more civil when next you a gentleman pass ; 



/ 
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Then a blow bis antagoaiat downward did toss. 

He fell heavy, 'twas just — procumbii humi bos* 

Yes, be fell like aa ox» wbilst tbose spying tbe thing . 

Were all for fair play— and for forming a ripg. 

Now tbe bard was no Hnmpbreys» Bill Ward, nor Game. 

Chicken, 
' But be gave to his (be such a basting ancf kicking 

That be roar'd like a boll, and went off full of awe, 

■ 

And be swore amidst hisses that he'd take the law* 
Says a gentleipan, Sir, if he does, I will bail you, . 
You may see by my stjfle th^t I never will fail you. 
Ton my honour — enough, quoth our bard« Td be 

loath 
To doubt you— a gentleman's ^L^rd is his oath ; 
Besides, tbe proud hero was seated in car 
So gaudy, all others surpassing by far, 
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With attendants so he'd like ehoreh beadles tbey beani» 

Or like drummers bedizen'd on every seam ; 

So bright with gold tassel and fringe, yo« might know 

They were kept not for use, but for purpose of show. 

Said the gentleman — Sir» you're a Poet — the same 

Quoth Ovid» though now 'tis a sad starriBg name ; 

I thought so, said gentleman — I ne'er rufuse 

My pow'rful assistance to indigent Muse ; 

You must surely have heard of my mighty renowBi 

Which tickles, astouishes, pleases the town: 

Some say Fm a hero too civil by half. 

Who in deepest of tragedies make the folks laigfa ; 

But 'tb envy, mer^ envy — ^I still am the rage, 

Mttth^nfS iDothihg like me to be seen on the stage. 

1 am one who his time and his talent devotes 

To benevolence — view me ! tm Lothario Coat€$! 

I 
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The bard looked as if ^mck by electrical shock — 
'Twas a hero he saw, and his crest was a ceckf 
Scarce the avateur ^ided« when eonstables isoagh 
Seic'd our bard by tlie collar, likewise by tbe cuff; 
And they dragg'd.hiai so rudely, that soon they did 

spoil his 
Garment, whidi erst visas called toga virilii : 
Whilst Lothario, the paUern of fiisbaonanid ease. 
Strode Aeativial afKsr to justice ofpeace* 
^The judges we^e seated, the mob in a ring. 
On our Poet a look fidl of pity did fling ; 
For. be Hectored the baiii^ who with his umbrelbt 
Had iiyur'd the nose <MFa dassioal £b11ow. 



* Coniiedere duces et vulgi stante corona. Ovid. 

t Umbrella^ to be pronounced umbrellow: it is generallj * 
called umbnliw inthc^vulspur tongue. 
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Now his spokesman^ Lothario, exclaims. Learned 

&ire»! 
Most rey'rend ! august! my prof egi desires 
Fair justice from your equipondering hand, 
Great stgnm-s and justices just of this laud ; 
To this caitiff, John Doe, it bo manner a£ uae is 
To display to your honours his scratches and 

bzuises: 
He was the aggressor — the truth you shall have it, 
Whieh i will confirm too by wy affidavit : . .7 

He first run his machine in the nostrik and eyes ' . T 
Of my fi-iend, and thereafter made saucy rej^es. 
But tiie bailiff was heard-*^or one justice ftom DufiL 

stable. 
Who himself had of late been outrunning the c6&. 

stable, • '' 
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For he scarcely could utter your wish a CDininaiid 

When he saw them ccHVinittuig three blades call'd the 

dandieSf 
But they soon ware set firee« for the warrant wer'n't 

right, , ; 
Twas for heroes whose n^tlo is wejfy hy ffigki : 
So the dandies, whose bosoms, indignant did bum, 
Tiwnph'd oyer the bailiff, and fined him in turn. 
)^ow Qf^id^exhseusted, bis attic had reach'd. 
And his toga vtrilis and breeches had stitch'd ; 
When, beholdiiig in fragniepts original coat^ 
Which he brought from Pamsissai^ though not worth a 

groait, 

* 

Be •wOww'd • ipnrt with • aq> fiom flie biook, 
Aad thus .ung to hu qU «««( irtpcb bung on » book :^ 
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SONNET. 

Ancicfnt friend ! I love thee more 

Than any modern Juste au corps. 

Ancient friend ! I prise thy hue 

More than regal red or U«e. 

Ancient friend ! I swear that I 

Prize thee like imperial dye ; 

More than judge's solemn robe. 

More than ought within the globe ; 

More I mean than all thaf s made 

In this globe by tailor's trade. 

In what storms, what wind, what weather! 

In what scenes we've been together I 

In what straits by day and night! 

Often in what wretched plight ! 
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For, like friends, united we 
Id the same plight needs niist be; 
From the sultry beait to screen, 
Like to ekn the ivy green ; 
Or to guard me from the cM 
Thou didst seiire my friend so old : 
Once thou wert ^ best of blacks. 
Now thy substance cc^our lacks ; 
And that substance very smaU, 
DoomU ahnost in threads to falf ; 
Yet like firm attached friend. 
Sticking closely to the end 
To a neighboring thread — till gone. 
The thread's cuX off— the sand is run. 
And the whole piece quite undone. 
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Reader — I suppose you're tbiaking 
Bathos is the art of sinking. 



Now Ovid in nature somewhat an exotic 
^Set himself fast asleep with his rhiming narcotic ; 
For in temper serene^ ever sprightly in humour, 
Ko heap of corruption^ no indolent tumour; 
No foul lazy mass of mortality he» 

Like some morbid swellings of pride which we see; 
His conscience was calm^ and his fancy was lights 

He slept with composure, and wak'd without fright. 



* Yeram opere in longo fiui eat obr^>ere sonmum. 

Horace. 
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Oh ! ye proud uanrpers in cmniage who live. 
For sleep such as Ovid's what woiiM you not give t 
But Ovid in boasting, who never was loud. 
Who never was arrogfflt, stem, or */ww proud. 
Just bethought him— as deeply he ponder'd awhile^ 
^Twould be better porhaps if he alter'd his style ; 
For, alas ! by experience, he now knew right weB 
That the art of good writbg is writuig to sell ; 
Or if he by writing a patron could gain. 
It would save indescribable trouble and paht; 
For, though profanum vulgu$ odi. 
One still might find some noble body--* 
Might, with good sense and taste replete, 
Afford a minstrel means to eat. 

* Pttf — or purse — they both are means of eorroption. 
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NEW STYLE. 



I fkin would sing of deeds of arms, 

Of knights of high emprize 
Of vestal virgins* maiden charms. 

And dames approving eyes : 
I fiiin would try the minstrel art 

That slily opes the door. 
The pass that leads to tender heart. 

But ah I that art's no more. 
I fiiin would do as others do. 

But sorrow much to see. 
That other bard the Muse did woe 

In better s^le than me. 
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'^I^or much I wish a patron's name, 

A man of high renown. 
With whom a dedication's fame 

Might travel through the town. 
Now Buonaparte's eagle's beat, 

Hb head is deem'd a block ; 
The monarch now's found out a cheat; 

The bird a dun^ill cock; 
Ah ! where is now his high renown ! 

Where are hb laurels gone 1 
To Arthur Well'sley both have flown 

*I7ke Lard of Wellington ! ! ! 



* We confess that these lines are stoleD, to imitate our 
betters, from the following — 

^ Sir David Lindsay of the mount 
Lord Lion king at arms/' 



And l<»ig may the green laurel twine ^ : 

Around thy valiant lirowy 
The eagle's daring course is thine — ' 
Thy country's pride art thop. 
No patron approving poor Ovid began 
To travel jog-trot in the usual plan ; 
And uriiether they deem'd the verse pleasing or vile. 
Felt himself most at home as lie wrote the old style. 



< ..!.;:. 
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CANTO VI. 



He once more sallied forth, hut io some botfaersr 

tion 
Finding m cenbelio a kind of stagnation^ 
For he sought for a patron, a good and a kind one, 
l¥ithout knowing on which hand to tnm for to find 

one; 
He was lifrally boxing the compass to know 
From what quarter the wind of good fortune nJf^ 

blow. 
Being quite sur le pav^, in desperate plight. 
And in search of adventures like many a knight. 
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So lost to all oihefs coDcerns Imt bis ovra, 

Tliat if you had whistled a jig to a stone,*- 

Twas scarcely more deaf than our Poet was growa. 

But having now recent escap'd from enslaivemttit, 

From th' unlucky adventure that chanc'd on the pavf- 

ment. 
And a justice's treatment not wishing to try dir> 
He struck to the Mieih UUisrimm ibii^f 
And he walk'd m Uie middle with terrified motion^ 
Possessed of this antediluvian notion ; 
l^or he found that men's heads wiere in ever} 

part. 
As hard to the touch as insensiUe heart : 



* To whistle jigs to a mile stone is an Irish expreision, 
t Vide Hie Fable of Phaetfa<HU 

a 2 
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Bat, just aa admiring the noble ap{»roach 

Of this palace^ he near was run o'er by a coach. 

And was pasht to and fro both by Ught and by hea^. 

The outside attendants of royalty's levee : 

There were princes, and dpkes, and ambassadors too« 

Peers, bishops, and baronets, ancient and new. 

With admirals, generals, captains, and 'squires. 

Succeeding as rapid -as sparks out of fires ; ' 

And some fiery sparks too I trow there were there. 

With names which made Ovid to wonder and stare : 

Your Odofis, and Denisofs, and Rasamowskis, 

Crack fellows — and cnckest of all — Crackalouskis; 

Who, by nmne and by nature could make the foe 

tremble. 
And crack them like vermin which much do re- 
semble 
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The name of hb excellence^ bard to be read, 
But wbich ruoa long time in Nasonia's bead. 

Now the wind it blew hard, and fast faRIng the rain, 
Forc'd our Poet to scamper a shelter to gain ; 
He ma with ail speed, as did maay a score. 
And sheher'd his c^rjpirs at coffee-bonse door. 
E'er *the thirsty black earth had embibed the ram. 
And our bard to perambulate ventured again; 
With a gentleman, seeming of high consideration. 
He fell by good chance into close conversation — 
And told him (for goodness appear'd in his facey 
The statusquo of his deplorable case; 
Which, had you beheld, youM have easily seen 
Was no sham at all, but a case of chagrin ; 



>* I- ■■ — 



* H* y^ /*»\ »/y» w/kO, 

ANACREOy. 
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At which the stnuige geDtkonii plaiii did evince 

The int'rest he Mt, aod advis'd to the prince 
To write a petiti<^n, in ample reliance 

That the noblest patron of taste and of science; 

The illustrious friend of the wretched would stand. 

And would take his poor eidtvamt Muse by the hand : 

Who, like &ir-&diug beauties, neglected now grown. 

Were admired in their. youth, and the toast of the 

town, 
Now past on all haads^ like the rose overblown: 
Or a maid, grown too fat, once the pink of ^^tility, 
A title extinct, emigrated nobility ! 
Or a secrc^t, once precious, entrusted to. womain. 
Now blabb'd to the world, and of course grown too 

commoB. 
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Now to hi| upper story goes 
0«rlMdrdofileg^,aiidftetyfaidtoe$: . 
We mention this, since fortune jilts 

« 

Her TOf ries oft, who walk on stilts ; 
Whilst higher fellows somededare 
Ride as they feed, on ambient air. 
And find it unsubstantial lare. 
By hope upheld, by want esMed, 
Ovidiut hopp*d, and jump'd, and hatted. 
By frolic Muse inspired, no dame ' 
Like spinsjter wainmg old and tame^ 
But mistress gay, though sometimes lame. 
. Our modern bards, of whom, all talk, 

« 

Do write unequal as tficy walk : 
Now fancy's flight, now ditty 
Rapid the one, the other long ; 
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M school-boy's footsteps tow'rds the school. 
Slow, huiiible» spiritless, and cool. 
Therefore did Ovid make snch measure 

« 

As suited fancy, whim, and pleasure: 
Some verses short, some huge and tall. 
In hopes to give content to all ; 
And, 'tis a licence of the trade. 
To clothe all things in masquerade ; 
Therefore did he amalgamate 
A cataplasm for ev'ry state, 
Mixt.up with drugs of ev'ry kind 
To sooth a melancholy mind : 
With best intent, and never tending 
To irritation or offending ; 
But, void of pride, and free from guile. 
Pleased if the gentle reader smile. 



liO OVID IN lAfSSK^n. 



z 



FINALE. 



*TiMS ind chance imoertaiii go» 
Like die tides winch ebb ind How: 



Eoiblem of a poefs days! 

Now, by fiune and iavonr crown*d ; ^^ 

Now, by all tiie wQild diaowB'd : 

Foic*d to want, to b^ tobonow; 

Poor, to-day — and rich, to-auwiow! 



1 



• Imhated ham oar fityuuiite aaflmr, Walter Scott- 
\lde tiie condodiiic lines of <" Rokebj.'' 



THB SNA. 



by J. P. Dote, St JohB>i Sqnre. 



BRBAlTlf. 

Page 114, /0r—t Jy^fJXmmwit, 

Read — ^*H y^ /nj^iw Wiwm. 
^Page SI, line 6, for toce rmi Tor'mK. 



